"Oh please Brer Fox, whatever you do, please don't throw me into the briar 
patch." ... 


“For a mighty long time” Brer Fox had tried to catch Brer Rabbit and Brer 
Rabbit had outwitted him. The closest Brer Fox ever came was this: 


He built a contraption of molasses and tar that he called a “Tar Baby” and 
put it where Brer Rabbit was sure to find it. When Brer Rabbit came across 
the Tar Baby he tried, fruitlessly, to converse with it. In anger, Brer Rabbit 
punched at the Tar Baby until he became completely stuck. 


Brer Fox, overjoyed at finally capturing his nemesis, mused aloud over 
what to do with him. With every idea (barbecuing, hanging, etc.) Brer 
Rabbit pleaded, “Do what you want but please don’t throw me into the Briar 
Patch!” Brer Fox, wanting to hurt the rabbit as badly as possible, flung him 
into the briar patch. Brer Fox realized his mistake when, instead of crying in 
agony, Brer Rabbit smiled smugly at the fox and sang that he was “Born and 
bred in the briar patch!” and Brer Fox knew that Brer Rabbit had once 
again outwitted him. 


